AT HOME AND AT PLAY

to her everything, from the first dandelion
Quentin found in the White Lot to the latest
prank of Algonquin, the calico pony that was
smuggled up in the elevator to Archie when
he was sick with the measles. Algonquin is
about the size of a big Newfoundland dog,
but twice as lively with his heels. That was a
prank of the stable-boy, aided and abetted, I
imagine, by the doorkeeper, who had been a
boy himself, and to whom the swiftly flashing
legs of Archie in the corridors of the old build-
ing are like spring come again. They all love
him; no one can help it.

But I must not be tempted to write about
the children, since then there would be no end,
and this is a story of their father.

I might even be led to betray the secret of
the morning battles with pillows when the
children, in stealthy, night-robed array, am-
bush their father and compel him to ignomin-
ious suKmder if they catch him "down."
That is the rule of the game. I remember
the morning when they came swarming down
about him, rejoicing in their victory, and his
sober counsel to them to go slow thenceforth,
for Rose, their maid, whom they brought with
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